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ordered him to follow him. I pass over the details of this
public affront, of the several hours spent in waiting, of the
protest made by M. Jeanneney and M. Herriot to the
President of the Republic against this abuse of power.
But this is the essential point. The Marshal perceived
that a foolish action had been suggested to him. He
wanted to set it right. He pleaded a regrettable error,
and told M. Mandel that he was free. But this over-simple
manner of getting out of the blunder did not suit M. Mandel,
who insisted on a public apology. The Marshal complied
with his request and wrote two different versions before
producing a text which satisfied M. MandeFs legitimate
demands. In itself the incident was no more than lament-
able. What is more important is the lesson given to the
Marshal by the prisoner, who reproached the warrior of
1914-18 for allowing himself to be used like a puppet by
people exploiting his name and prestige for their own
ends, and at the expense of a France in mortal agony.
The Marshal put his head in his hands, not disguising
his dismay. A veil was falling from before his eyes.
M. Mandel could well believe that his few hours' arrest
had been a fortunate happening, since it had allowed him
to enlighten the new head of the Government. But the
latter, would be taken in hand again by the Mafia and
his strength of brain would not be sufficient to resist*
I have shown how, by a gradual obsession, Marshal
P&ain had been convinced that capitulation was not only
inevitable, but necessary, for the saving of the lives of
young Frenchmen and for the regeneration of France.
The reader has likewise been able to see with what tenacious
skill the Marshal's selfish flatterers had eventually succeeded
in persuading him that he was of the stuff of which great
statesmen are made. This degradation to which a great
name was brought is one of the worst miseries to be noted
in the misfortunes of my country.
Dear Mandel, you had won a victory for which you would
be made to pay dearly. Were I writing of anyone else I